Drifting Buildings 


| got ran over by an old man in a disabled car the other day. 

| couldn't move out of the way fast enough. 

At least it beats thrashing around in a lake full of blood, 

or being a road dog for some shitty 80s comeback rock band. 

As | got home, | noticed the side houses around me were getting 
towed by a giant crane puller. Why the fuck is this going on? 
The old lady next to me is probably feeling confused right now. 


Maybe | could escape this shit town by building my own war ship. 


Natural Plastic 


Stranded on this fucking boat again doing deals... 

Vicky...Carmen said as he puffed a cigarette and rolled his sleeves up... 
Can you get me the liner? We're almost at shore... 

Vicky stumbled out of a white lawn chair with one eye barely open... 

I'll get it. Walking to the back of the boat with her ass bouncing in the air. 
A gun shot went off. Carmen was shot directly in the forehead. 

Blood sprayed all over the deck like a de-pressurized soda can. 


Vicky screamed hysterically before she got sliced against the door frame by an 
outside 


harpoon. The liner she had grabbed half-heartedly, wrapped around her arm like a 
snake in 


mid air. Four henchmen and their leader all dressed in black had swarmed the dead 
scene: 


Get it done, toss them over board. You get your pay when the job is done. 


One of the henchman begins to mock the leader: 


You get your pay when the job is done, what the fuck is that shit? Temporary work 
force? 


Get the fuck outta here! The leader rolls his eyes in annoyance. 


